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REVEALED by FIRE! 


Bob and Ralph did not intend to 
cause any excitement. They wanted their 
escapade to be strictly secret. 

As things turned out, however, the whole 
neighborhood found out what they had 
been doing, which is what God said would 
happen to secret sins. He said, “Every man’s 
work shall be made manifest: ... it shall 
be revealed by fire” (1 Cor. 3:13). 

Bob was only eight, but Ralph was nearly 
twelve, and went to public school. 

One night, after they were in bed, Ralph 
whispered to Bob, “I’ve got some cigarettes 
in the pocket of my school pants.” 

“No!” gasped Bob. “What are you going 
to do with them?” 

“Smoke them, of course.” 

“How could you?” said Bob, horrified. 
“You know you shouldn’t.” 
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“Lots of fellows do, down at the public 
school,” replied Ralph carelessly. “I’m go- 
ing to give you one, too.” 

“You'll never make me smoke,” said 
Bob, and he meant it. But during the next 
few days Ralph talked to Bob many times 
about all the pleasures of smoking, and, 
sad to say, Bob finally gave in. 

On Sabbath afternoon, with the cigarettes 
safely in Ralph’s pocket, the two boys 
sneaked like cowards out of the house, and 
found a hidden spot behind some trees 
in a hay field. 

Ralph gave one of the cigarettes to Bo 
and lit up. He leaned back, smiling. “Th 
is the life,” he said. 

Suddenly Bob jumped up. “Look,” he 
exclaimed. “The grass is on fire!” 

A little circle of flames was quickly 
spreading out from the match, which they 
had thrown down before it went out. To- 
gether the boys stamped on the fire. But 
a gentle breeze was fanning it. 

“Oh, dear,” wailed Bob. “Now we'll have 
to go and ask someone to help stop the 
fire, and they’ll find out we were smoking.” 

“Quit your bawling and get to work,” 
commanded Ralph. But it was no use. The 
fire was spreading rapidly. Already a farmer 
had seen the smoke, and calling to his 
neighbors, was racing across the field. Soon 
half the neighborhood was there, with 
gunny sacks and pails of water. 

When the fire was out and the excite- 
ment had died down, Bob and Ralph came 
up for questioning. You can guess what 
happened next. 

The one happy result of the day was 
that Bob got so sick from that first cig- 
arette that he never touched the filthy things 
again. Not so Ralph, however. He’s grown 
quite old now. He wants to be ready to meet 
Jesus. But not long ago he said to his 
sister, “Sis, I’ve tried again and again to 
quit smoking, but I can’t.” 

Ralph is still defiling his body, and the 
Bible says that those who do that will be 
destroyed in the final fires which will burn 
not just grass but all who have defiled their 
body temple. 

Don’t let there be any secret sins in your 
life that will have to be “revealed by fire.” 


Your friend, 


Aiovinn. Wael 
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UNCLE ARTHUR'S STORY 





POLISHING THE STARS 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL” PAID 


Author of “Uncle Arthur’s Bedtime Stories,” “The 


Children’s Hour With Uncle Arthur,” etc. 


'yiwe Hazel had been in bed quite a 
long time, but she was not asleep. 

Every now and then she would call out, 
“Mamma, I want to see you,” or, “Mamma, 
I want to ask you something.” 

But Mamma had heard such things be- 
fore. She guessed that Hazel was just trying 
to think of some new excuse to stay awake. 

“Go to sleep!” she called. 

“But I don't want to go to sleep,” said 
Hazel. “I want you to come and see me.” 


“I've got a question | want to ask you, Mamma,” said 
little Hazel, “and | can’t go to sleep until | know.” 
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“Go to sleep!” said Mammia, a little more 
sternly. “It’s away past yout bedtime. So, 
not another word.” 

For a while there was silence. Thefi, jist 
as Mamma was telling herself that Hazel was 
fast asleep, she heard her voice again. 

“Mamma, aren't you coming to kiss me 
good night?” 

“I have kissed you good night three times 
already. Now be a good girl and go to sleep.” 

To page 19 
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I turned my play room into a prayer 


room when soft answers came hard. 


Why Brother Hanged My Dolls 


Pp pio 


AYBE you think it would be funny to 

find all your best dolls hung up by the 
neck, with black caps on their heads, like 
criminals being hanged. But I knew my 
brother had done it on purpose, to be as 
mean and spiteful as he could so as to make 
me angry. And then he wanted to laugh at 
me. But I showed him! 

We had always been good friends, brother 
and I, till one year when I went with Mother 
to camp meeting. We came home in the 
buggy, pulled by Barney. It was early eve- 
ning, and Barney's hoofs made a sharp hol- 
low sound as we crossed the red bridge that 
spanned the river just below our house. 
Home looked good to us, and even Barney 
pricked up his ears and quickened his step 
as we turned into our lane. Bruno, the dog, 
had recognized Barney's step on the bridge 
and had announced our coming to brother, 
so I didn’t have to get out of the buggy and 
open the yard gate. Brother himself swung it 
wide and gave the horse's neck a friendly 
slap as Barney passed through and waited 
for his master to close the gate and come 
alongside him for a walk to the buggy shed. 

There seemed to be a mutual understand- 
ing between my brother and Barney. Brother 
had broken him to ride, and taught him to 
open gates so his rider would not have to 
dismount unless the gate was padlocked or 
fastened with a twisted wire. A slide fastener 
or latch was easy for his nimble upper lip 
and teeth to open, and brother soon found 
out that he had taught his horse something 
that caused him far more trouble than hav- 
ing to get off his back to open and close 
gates. All our gates had to have new fas- 
teners; it was hard to keep Barney anywhere 
except tied in his stall in the barn. 


By EVANGELINE H. CARR 


While Mother and brother talked boul 
camp meeting and how he had gotten along 
taking care of things at home, I began to 
carry our wraps and luggage into the house, 
which brother had kept beautifully clean 
and neat. While I went back and forth be- 
tween the buggy and the house, Mother told 
brother that I had been baptized at camp 
meeting. That’s what spoiled our friendship. 
When I went out to help him with the eve- 
ning chores, he gave me a long searching 
look as I stood in the doorway of the stable. 

“So you were baptized. Do you have any 
idea what that means?” he asked. 

“Why, yes,” I answered a bit hesitantly. 

“You know,” he went on, “there are some 
things that a Christian does not do. For 
instance, a Christian does not lose her tem- 
per and say sharp words, no matter what 
anyone says or does. Christians are always 
willing to do their part, and more too. A 
Christian is a real nice person to get along 
with, and I am wondering if you can make 
the grade.” Something in the look he gave 
me—from the superior height of his three 
extra years of life—told me that he was not 
going to make it any easier for me to walk 
the Christian way. 

While I did my share of the chores, Bruno 
plainly showed that he was delighted to 
have me home again, and helped me bring 
up the cows, a job he could very well do 
himself if need be. But I think he was just 
a little disappointed at the very short time 
I spent patting his noble head and stroking 
his silky coat. I was busy thinking. 

My mind went back over the events of 
camp meeting, the time I decided to be bap- 
tized, the joy the ministers showed, and the 
earnest prayers they offered. Then they 
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divided the large baptismal class into smaller 
groups and gave each group into the care 
of a minister, who met with his group to 
give special instruction. I was glad when 
I was assigned to A. G. Daniells’ group. 
His black Prince Albert suit reminded me of 
my father, who had died. Not only that. I 
liked Elder Daniells’ bright smile and deep 
interest in us all as he explained what be- 
ing a Christian means, and how we could 
grow up as Jesus did, “in favour with God 
and man.” 

When I was just a small girl I had planned 
3d. be baptized someday, and when that time 
should come I had decided it should be my 
father who would baptize me. And then 
quite suddenly my fathér was taken very 
sick and died. I had not thought about bap- 
tism for several years after that. 

At the last meeting of our baptismal class 
I lingered until the rest had filed out of the 
tent. Then Elder Daniells came and sat be- 
side me. 

“What's on your mind?” he asked kindly. 
Then I told him about my father and that 
I had wanted him to baptize me. 

“Why certainly,” Elder Daniells said. “Of 
course you would want your father to bap- 
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tize you. It would be wonderful if you could 
have him. But since you can't, let’s play that 
I am your father. You see, I don’t have a 
daughter, so it will work out fine. Don’t 
forget now, I am your baptismal father,” 
he said as he patted my shoulder. And the 
next day as he guided me through the water 
back to the bank of the river after he had 
baptized me, he said, “Now, may God bless 
you, daughter, and if you ever need me, 
don’t forget that you have a father.” 

As Bruno held the herd of cows in front 
of the stable, I went ahead to open the cow 
door—and there was brother. “It took you 


To page 17 
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| ran into my room and stopped short. All my dolls 
had been hung by their necks from ropes, with black 
caps over their faces, like criminals being hanged. 
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THE NEW DRESS THAT WAS 
NEVER WORN 


By MILDRED THOMPSON OLSON \/ 





a 
HAPTER TWO: THE DOCTOR IS SURPRISED! 





LICE was carried on a stretcher into the 

hospital and assigned to room one. She 
was carefully placed in the white bed, and 
the nurses quickly dressed her in a white 
hospital gown. By now she was so ill that 
she hardly knew or cared what was happen- 
ing. She opened her weary eyes and saw 
Mother standing near her with soft tears 
glistening on her lashes. 

“Mother, pray if you feel afraid,” she 
whispered. “God may hear, and He may say 
Yes. I'm going to sleep now, but you pray 
for me.” Alice’s voice was soft, and Mother 
could hardly hear all she said. But she did 
know that if Alice was to get well enough 
to wear her new pink dress, it would have 
to be by the intervention of God. Mother 
did pray. She prayed many prayers in the 
next few days, but Alice grew steadily worse. 

On July 3, 1933, the doctor came in early 
to look at Alice. He shook his head and 
walked out. Then another doctor came in 
to examine the pale little girl. Nurses worked 
busily about her bed, and quiet words were 
exchanged among the hospital staff. Mother 
grew anxious and called for Father. He 
came and brought with him a very special 
nurse, special for two reasons. First, she 
was a very good nurse, and second, she was 
the wife of Alice’s brother. 

When Alice opened her eyes, Nurse Eda 
stood over her saying, “Hello, honey. The 
doctor says that he will operate on you 
today. Jesus and I wili go with you into the 
operating room, and I hope that you will 
come out feeling much better. The doctor 
says your mother may go in with you if you 
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wish, but she is tired and would feel very 
anxious as she watched the doctor operate. 
Maybe you would rather that just I go with 
you. 

Alice reached out a cool hand and took 
hold of Eda’s. “O Eda, if you and Jesus go 
with me that is enough,” she said. “If the 
operation will help me feel better, I am 
willing to have it now.” 

Alice, of course, did not realize that this 
was the doctor's last attempt to do some- 
thing for her. He was surprised that she 
had lived so long. Her stomach seemed 
bloated with poison, and she had sessions 
of fever and chills. Fortunately, Jesus re- 
lieved her suffering condition by allowing 
her to rest quietly in a deep sleep, so that 
she did not know what was going on around 
her and did not see the anxious glances cast 
her way. 

She opened her eyes again as Mother stood 
over her and kissed her forehead tenderly. 
Mother was crying, and Alice then fully real- 
ized that she was not expected to live. She 
didn’t mind much. She felt that she had 
suffered all she cared to, and she knew that 
Jesus would raise her again from the dead 
at His second coming. She loved Jesus very 
much, and her heart felt that she was right 
with God. She was ready to die, but she 
was sorry for her tearful mother. She must 
comfort her, and so she said, “Mother, you 
needn't go to the operating room with me. 
Jesus and Eda will take care of me. If He 
is willing, I shall return.” 

“Yes, Alice, you must return and get well 
soon.” Mother tried to smile bravely, know- 








ing how sick her youngest daughter was. 

Alice was wheeled away to the operating 
room. Eda told her to breathe deeply of the 
anesthetic, for it would help her to go to 
sleep more quickly. Alice breathed a short 
prayer, and then breathed very deeply of 
the ether. 

The hours that Alice spent in the operat- 
ing room must have seemed endless to her 
poor mother pacing the floor outside. Mother 
promised God that should Alice live, she 
would forever serve Him to His glory, even 
though it would mean that Alice would have 
0 go to the far corners of the earth. 

Inside the operating room, the doctor 
made the incision. It would be too terrible 
to describe the condition he found Alice 
to be in. The doctor shook his head sadly. 
He cut out the appendix, but what was the 
use? He knew she would never wake up 
from the anesthetic. She hadn't died yet, 
though, so he sewed the incision up and 
told the orderly to wheel Alice back to her 
room. 

Mother went with the stretcher, and Dr. 
Groom followed behind. He tried to break 
the news gently to Mother. Standing over 
Alice’s bed, he felt her weak pulse and then 
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Alice looked into the mirror and nearly wept. The 
pretty new dress was too small. The skirt was above 
her knees, and the waist came high under her arms. 




















turned soberly to her 
mother. “I’m afraid,” he 
said slowly, “that Alice will 
not recover.” But the doctor 
had not believed that Jesus 
went into the operating 
room with Nurse Eda and 
Alice. Suddenly there was a slight movement 
on the bed. Alice had opened her eyes for a 
moment. She was mumbling, half uncon- 
sciously, “Mom, I’m not going to die—not 
if Jesus doesn’t want me to die.” 

Then she closed her eyes once more, and 
a look of quiet calmness and assurance crept 
over her face. 

The doctor was surprised! He had been 
sure she would never regain consciousness. 
He decided to stay and see what might hap- 
pen next. He bent low over the bed. “Please,” 
came again the weak voice of the girl who 
should have died, “don’t get so close. You 
smell like tobacco.” 

The doctor smiled wryly and stepped back. 
He hadn’t realized that smoking had made 
him smell so bad. 

Next day Alice was very uncomfortable, 
but she was still alive! The next day she 
was somewhat better, and she continued to 
improve until she was at last taken off the 
critical list and put on the regular patient 
list. She would get well again, thanks to 
Eda and Jesus! 

The church had prayed hard for Alice. 




















Everyone else had prayed, too, and God had 
heard and answered Yes. After five weeks 
Alice was ready to leave the hospital. 

The first time she tried to stand she 
fainted, for it had been a long time since 
she had used her legs. The second time she 





en? JESUS WANTS ME 


By NONA KEEN DUFFY 


Jesus wants me for a channel 
Where His love can freely pour; 
When He needs a loving helper 
I shall be an open door. 


Jesus wants me for a channel 
Where His love can flow to man. 

I shall keep attuned and loving 
And will help Him when I can. 
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tried, she felt as if needles were pricking her 
legs and feet as the blood rushed to them. 
Then came the great day when Dr. Groom 
told her she could go home, home to sisters 
and Father and brother. Home to the little 
baby chicks and lambs that had now grown 
big. Home, but harvest and threshing were 
over, and so was the church picnic. But 
home, with the closet where hung the lovely 
new dress. 

“Please, Mother,” she requested as she sat 
eating breakfast the day before she was to 
go home. “Bring my pretty pink dress with 
the little blue bells in it for me to wear home 
tomorrow.” 

“All right, that is just what we shall do. 
I'll call your sisters and tell them to be sure 
to bring it. And do you know what they 
have done? I'll have to tell you, for you 
will surely never guess. They took some of 
the scrap material left from your new pink 
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dress and sewed your new dolly a dress just 
like yours. They had it as a surprize awaiting 
you at home, but they'll be glad to send it 
along, and you can dress up your doll like 
yourself to take home with you.” 

Alice was so excited she could hardly 
sleep that night. But before she knew it, it 
was morning, and she was going home. All 
the nurses came to tell her good-by. She had 
been in the hospital so long and had sung 
so many songs for them that they said they 
would really miss her. She would miss the 
nurses, too, for they had been kind to her. 

She nearly jumped right out of bed when 
Father entered the room. Sure enough, he 
had a little pink dress for the doll just like 
Alice’s new pink dress. Quickly she dressed 
the doll, and then Mother and a nurse 
helped her out of bed to put her own clothes 
on. She looked fondly at the lovely garment 
lying across the foot of the bed—the new 
dress! When all of her other clothes were 
on, she slipped happily into the new pink 
dress. But— 

Alice had lain in bed five weeks. She had 
grown so tall and so thin that the new dress 
couldn't possibly fit her. It came far above 
her knees, and the waist came high up under 
her arms. It was a dress sewn for a plump 
little girl of twelve. Now Alice was a slender 
young lady, and much taller, too. 

She looked thoughtfully at herself in the 
mirror. She could have wept, and nearly did, 
but just then Mother interrupted her. “That 
was the new dress I was sure I would never 
see you wear,” she said. “It is true. I shall 
never see you wear it. But thank God, He 
has spared you to wear other new dresses. 
You have grown out of this one. You are 
no longer a little girl. You are a young lady. 
You are a new person. From now on you 
will never belong only to me. You are only 
lent to me until you are old enough to be 
used as a missionary somewhere.” 

Alice’s blue eyes were serious and yet 
eager. She wanted to understand what Mother 





meant. 
“T mean,” continued Mother, “that a little 


thing such as a dress should never disap- 
point you. You must never let dresses, or 
home, or loved ones mean more to you ever 
again than the most important Friend you 
have.” 

Mother looked around. The nurses had left 
the room, and they were alone. “While you 
were in the operating room, and we were 

To page 21 
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We found one vanishing walnut when 





THE DEAD LEAF SHIVERED! 


PAID 


By EDWIN E. STEELE, JR. 


@N ur seems to enjoy practical jokes. 
It happened late in the afternoon of 
what had been an exceptionally warm day. 
For some reason or other I had to go to my 
sister's home. Now, if I had gone by the 
paved road, we wouldn't have had the trick 
played on us. But I took a short cut down 
a dirt road between a walnut grove and a 
barley field. 

Just as I turned onto this country lane 
I saw a killdeer running across the road, and 
behind her rolled six walnuts. I slammed 
down on the brake pedal, opening the door 
and turning off the ignition at the same 
time. Almost before the car had stopped 
I was out of it, running after the bird and 
the walnuts. No sooner had the mother 


The hunt was on! We spent an hour going round and 
round, but the baby birds had completely vanished. 
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reached the side of the road than she hopped 
away as though she were unable to fly. The 
walnuts vanished. 

Ignoring the bird, I looked for what had 
done the disappearing act. By careful look- 
ing, I managed to find two of them. Of 
course, I had known all the time that they 
were baby killdeers. That’s why I had been 
so excited, but they had looked just like 
dry walnuts that hadn't been hulled. 

I picked up the two little fellows and 
caressed them gently, the mother bird all 
the while trying to distract me as she called 
to her children to be still. 

As can be imagined, when the family 
heard of my adventure, they were all anxious 
to go and repeat the performance. However, 
because it was so late we decided to put 
off the search until the next afternoon, which 
would be Sabbath. So after church we all 
To page 20 
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DECORATE YOUR BICYCLE 


From the Bicycle Institute of America 


HEN your next Pathfinder parade and 
fair come along, why not decorate your 
bicycle with designs that are really different? 
Here are some ideas to start on. Now, 
frankly, some of them will take quite a lot 
of work. But it will be fun to make them, 
and there will be much satisfaction in tack- 
ling something difficult and finishing it. 
With a little thought, you can come up 
with other good ideas. Give the rider of that 
horse a ten-gallon hat and a lariat, and make 
him a Western cowboy. Better yet, combine 
the horse idea with the buggy idea, and 
produce an Indian maharaja on tour. Make 
the horse an elephant, put a turban on the 
rider, and shade him with the umbrella. 
Then let four boys (with turbans, swim suits, 
and their skins darkened with sun lotion) 





BIKE HORSE AND 
RIDER 
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walk alongside, swishing away the flies, with 
fans on the end of long poles. 

A few additions to the boat could make 
the Luzeiro, of the Amazon. Wings and a 
tail would convert it into an airplane. There 
are many different things you can do. Let 
your imagination run wild, and then get 
down to work and make your dreams turn 
into realities. 


BIKE HORSE AND RIDER 


The upper half of the horse’s body is 
made of small-mesh chicken wire, which is 
light and easily formed to shape. A large 
cloth—representing the horse’s blanket—is 
draped over the wire form. 

The horse’s head may be shaped of the 
same material as the body and covered 
with cloth. The eyes and mouth may be 
painted onto the cloth. The ears can be 
taken from some fuzzy animal you have in 
the attic, and the reins can be a couple of 
leather straps hooked together, or a piece of 
rope. 

The neck should be fastened lightly to the 
body so the rider can make the horse's head 
bob up and down with the reins held in one 
hand. 

Leave a hole in the cloth for the rider 
to come up through. Only the upper half 
of the body is exposed. The rider's legs, free 
to turn the pedals, are completely hidden. 
The horse is suspended from the rider's 
shoulders by straps. 

Stuff a pair of old pants legs with a shoe 
fastened on the end of each, and sew their 
upper ends close to the opening for the 
rider's body. Attach a pair of spurs to the 
shoes to make it appear as though the rider 
is spurring the horse. 


















BICYCLE BUGGY 


BIKE WHIRLING DERVISH 


No matter who passes a windmill, he is 
likely to be fascinated by the spinning of 
the great blades, or vanes as they are called. 
That’s why the bike whirling dervish is good 
for a parade. People will be so interested 
watching it. 

That’s not all. As the whirler turns, it will 
make your bike look as if it is going faster 
than it really is. 

The whirler is made of two pieces of 
cardboard of different colors. Each is notched 
to the center. Scotch tape will hold it to- 

gether very nicely. 
The arch can be made 
of a long, flexible wood 
» strip which must be an- 
chored firmly to the 
bike on front and rear 
wheel guards. Fasten 
the corners of the main 
frame with pieces of 
tin. 

The whirler will turn 
with the momentum of 
the wind, creating a 
most unusual effect. 

Maybe some of the 
boys in the neighbor- 

















BIKE 
WHIRLING 
DERVISH 


hood will ask you to show them how to 
make one. 


BICYCLE BUGGY 


Attach a very light framework to the bike 
in any satisfactory way and cover with cloth 
or paper. Two metal braces attached to the 
front and rear wheels may be used for sup- 
port. 

Cover the framework with paper or cloth. 

With the addition of crepe paper in the 
wheels your Bicycle Buggy becomes a highly 
decorative float which may help you win a 
prize for the best-decorated bike. 

When fully decorated, it may remind 
grandma of the old-fashioned surrey with 
the fringe on top. 








SHIP ON 
WHEELS 





SHIP ON WHEELS 


The rider, garbed in sailor’s costume, has 
the appearance of a captain in command of 
his ship. 

The framework is made of very light 
flexible strips. The frame is supported by 
binding two triangular pieces to the fender 
braces of your bicycle. 

Heavy paper, cardboard, or cloth may be 
used to cover the framework. Details of the 
ship may be painted or pasted onto the 
cloth or paper. 








Tomorrow Elena must show the chief’s wife how to 


turn the heel. But she had forgotten how! 





SOCKS AND A Pk 


% By JC 


= CHONA was getting ready to go 
to visit her grandmother. The village was 
three days’ journey away across the hot 
steaming bushland of Central Africa. 

She was very, very happy, for she had 
just passed the second standard in school, 
which is the same as the fourth grade in 
America. She had learned simple sewing 
in the mission school and had made for her- 
self a plain cotton dress out of pink print 
brought into the little native store from 
faraway India. It was all wrapped up in a 
blanket to keep it clean, and she was going 
to wear her rough, black wsaru cloth around 
her slim brown body for the long, dusty jour- 
ney. 

But her dearest treasures were in the 
homemade black denim bag she carried in 
her hand. 

Her knitting needles! Her wool! Red, yel- 
low, and bright green! She had learned to 
knit scarves and simple sweaters that year! 
And she had a bright yellow sweater wrapped 
up with her pink dress in her blanket roll. 
Elena was very, very happy. She knew she'd 
be the envy of the whole village. Every girl, 
mother, and grandmother would eye her 
with longing eyes. 

She could hardly wait until the next year, 
when she would learn to knit socks. Her class 
had been taught sock knitting the last six 
weeks of school, but turning the heel was 
so troublesome to remember, you almost had 
the headache to think of it. You had to just 
add stitches and take them away all the time. 
She had knitted one pair, but she had had 
to pull out stitches and put them in again 
so much before the socks were perfect that 
the wool was all stretched and dirty from 
handling. 
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It was bright and hot on the day that 
Elena and her friends set out for the far- 
away village of the old grandmother. They 
trotted along happily, hour after hour, leav- 
ing many miles behind their eager feet. 
They slept with some school friends in two 
different villages, on the two nights they 
spent on their journey. On the third day, 
about noontime, they arrived at the old 
grandmother's village. 

Even though the old black woman did not 
know a word about their coming, it wasn’t 
long until they were sitting on a mat eating 
nsima, a thick porridge of corn meal that 
Africans like so very much. The grandmother 
had made an ndiwo—a relish of cabbage, 
onions, and tomatoes with which to eat 
the stiff nsima. 


That afternoon the people of the village 


began to come to 
see the “strangers,” 
so Elena put on her 
pretty pink dress 
and her bright yel- 
low sweater. She 
had washed herself 













in the small stream 
nearby and _ had 
rubbed her brown 
body all over with 
oil, until it gleamed 
like ebony. 

All around the 
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Every day Elena helped 
the wife of the chief 
knit the sock. But how 
did one turn the heel? 
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grandmother's hut the people milled, eager to 
see a girl with so much “witchcraft” in her 
fingers that she could make a dress such 
as white people wear, and to knit the wool 
of sheep into a sweater such as they had 
seen the white ones wearing as they drank 
the tea and ate little sweet cakes in the 
afternoons. 

Then a rustle went through the milling 
group. The people crouched low to the 
ground in deep respect. “Mfumu! Mfumu!” 
they cried. 











PAID 


Elena looked up, startled! There came the 
great paramount chief, Gomani. Behind him 
came his chief wife, his wkhosikhazi. Elena 
was filled with sudden fear at such grandeur. 
A great chief to see her—a simple young 
girl. 

"Namwali {girl},” the chief said, “I have 
brought my xkhosikhazi for you to teach her 
how to knit the socks for the flesh of my legs. 
It is very troublesome to find the socks I 
need in order to wear the shoes sent out 
from England and India. It will make us very 
glad for the nkhosikhazi to learn this wis- 
dom.” 

Elena looked up at the chief, her heart 
contracting with fear. Socks! Socks! And 
she hadn't fully learned how to make them! 
But how could she refuse? How could she 
refuse, and bring disfavor and shame on the 
mission school! 

Suddenly she heard herself answer. She 
heard herself consent to teach the wife of 
the great chief to knit. Even though she 
was terribly afraid, her voice didn’t quiver 
a bit. 

That very day the lessons began, and ev- 
ery day the royal wife came for a lesson. 
Every day the sock got longer and longer, 

To page 19 














FUN WITH ELECTRICITY 








DETECTIVES With a MAGNET 


By LEONARD MITCHELL 


— week I promised you that you would 
be able to see the lariats of those millions 
of invisible cowboys that run up and down 
the electric wire—what scientists call the 
magnetic lines of force. 

Experiment No. 4. First you will need a 
magnet. If you have one lying around the 
house, you can use it. If not, you will have 
to make one. You will need an ordinary 
nail, some electric wire, and a couple of 
flashlight batteries. 

The wire should be small and insulated. 
Bell wire, which can be bought in some 
hardware stores, five-and-ten stores, and elec- 
trical supply houses, works well. If you made 
the electric motor described in GUIDE on 
March 17, and have some of the wire left 
over, it will be very suitable. 

Or, if you have no wire, try to get some 
No. 28 enamel-covered magnet wire. This 
is what we will use later for setting up a 
telegraph system that you can use to send 
messages to your friend next door, or from 
one room to another in the house. A store 
that sells radio supplies is probably your 
best source for this kind of wire. Wire from 
an old TV set may be used, though it is 
sometimes too fine. Be sure the wire is 
insulated. It should look shiny and be of 
a dark-brown or black color. 

Now, holding the nail in one hand and 
leaving about nine inches of wire loose, 
wrap a hundred turns of wire around the 
nail (see Fig. 4-A). Leave nine inches of 
wire loose at the end, and cut. Clean off 
the insulation about two inches back from 
the end of the wire. For bell wire, use a 
pocket knife. For enameled wire, use fine 
sandpaper. Be sure to sand enough. The 
wire will be a bright copper color all around 
when you have cleaned it right. 
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Figure 4-A 


Lay your electromagnet on the table, and 
lay a small nail about a quarter inch from 
one end. Touch the ends of the wires to 
the battery, and—presto!—that nail comes 
alive and leaps over to the electromagnet. 
Those “cowboys” lassoed him when he wasn’t 
expecting it! 

Holding the ends of the wire against the 
battery with one hand, lift the electromag- 
net. The nail comes with it. Let the wires 
come off the battery, and at once the nail 
drops. 

Electromagnets, you see, are magnets only 
when the electricity is running through them. 
That’s why they are called electromagnets. 
There is another kind of magnet that is al- 
ways magnetic. It is called a permanent mag- 
net. Electromagnets are like some Juniors I 


watching, but the minute Mother's back is 
turned, they find something else to do! 

If you want to be a real scientist, and be 
able to explain why the electromagnet acts 
this way, let’s think about those cowboys 
again. The cowboys whirl their lariats only 
when they are galloping. When they pull 
their chargers to a halt, they roll up their 
ropes and let any little calf they have caught 
go free. The electrons do the same with 


know. They work fine when Mother “6 q 





at 


their lines of force. When the electrons stop 
moving through the wire, they bring in their 
lines of force, and the nail, or whatever it 
is that is being held on the end of the 
electromagnet, falls off. 

Now that you iave your magnet made you 
can do some detective work around the house 
and find out which things are made of iron 
or steel. You could start with the door knobs. 
They are probably shiny and look like some 
expensive metal. But put your magnet up 
against one. If the magnet holds on, you are 

re the knob is actually made of iron plated 

@: some shiny metal. If the magnet doesn’t 
old, you know that the knob was not made 
of iron. 

Test the silverware. Sterling, which is 
pure silver, won't be attracted. But some 
inexpensive plated silverware will be. So 
will the blades of knives. Usually they are 
stainless steel even though everything else 
in the set is silver. 

Now for the pins Mother uses for sewing. 
(Better ask her first, of course, before you 
start playing around with her sewing equip- 
ment. Incurring her displeasure might make 
you a martyr to science, and hinder the prog- 
ress of knowledge!) Some pins, you see, 
are made of brass so they won't rust. Others, 
usually cheaper, are made of steel. Both look 
the same, so that you cannot tell by looking 
at them which are high-grade brass pins and 
which are inferior steel ones. But you can 
tell in a moment with your electromagnet. 

Push the end of the magnet down into the 
pile of pins and connect the wires to the 
battery. Pull out the magnet—and the steel 
pins will come out with it, holding onto 
the end (see Fig. 4-B). The brass pins will 
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Figure 4-B 





fall off. Although you couldn’t see any dif- 
ference, the magnet could tell quickly. Come 
to think of it, it’s something like the end 
of the world, when all the good and bad 
people will be standing on the earth, and 
some of us would have a hard time telling 


which are the good and which are the bad. 
But Jesus won't have any difficulty at all. 
He knows, and will pull up the good people 
onto the cloud and leave the bad behind. 

I can almost hear some of the girls saying, 
as they turn up their pretty noses, “What's 
the use of electromagnets anyway? Who'd 
want to waste the time to make one?” 

Electromagnets are very useful. If your 
sister grumbles like that, ask her if she likes 
to receive telephone calls from her friends. 
What is it that makes the telephone bell 
ring, so she knows someone is calling? An 
electromagnet. What makes the sound of the 
voice in her ear, so she can hear what her 
friend is saying? An electromagnet. 

What makes Mother's vacuum Cleaner 
work? Electromagnets, many of them. What 
makes Dad's electric shaver cut the whiskers 
off? You guessed it—electromagnets. 

Do you like to sit around in the dark 
at night, or do you like to turn the light 
on? What produces the electricity that makes 
the lights shine? Electromagnets. Say, there's 
one to think about, isn’t it? Electromagnets 
are used to produce electricity, and then the 
electricity is used to produce electromagnets. 
If you have trouble understanding that, 
maybe it can be explained sometime. It has 
to do with those cowboys and their lariats 
again, the electrons and their lines of force. 

We just couldn’t get along without elec- 
tromagnets, could we? They are all around 
us, and you never can tell what they may be 
used for next. Would you like to be eating 
your cereal some morning, and close your 
teeth on a nice bite of corn flakes or Ruskets, 
and find that you had bitten on the jagged 
edge of a piece of rusty scrap iron hidden 
inside? Do you know why that never hap- 
pens? One day I was going through a food 
factory. The guide showed us how the wheat 
was cleaned. When it first came into the 
factory, it was poured down a chute. As it 
slid off the end in a thin stream, it passed 
by an electromagnet, which let the good 
wheat go by, but pulled out any little bit of 
iron that had been mixed with it. Of course, 
they didn’t find much. But they did find 
some, and the guide showed us several 
wicked looking pieces we were glad we 
hadn't bitten on at breakfast! 

There isn’t room enough this week to 
show you those lines of force. I'll try again 
next week. Later on I'll tell you about the 
battle of the magnetic boats, and how to 
set up that telegraph system. 
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! THE DIFFERENCE 


paid By RAYMOND S. MOORE 


T WAS during the tense days of World 

War II that we saw what Jesus does for 
the boys of wild New Guinea when they 
really know Him. 

Standing on the deck of their little boat 
were four young fuzzy-wuzzies. Their hair 
stuck out from the sides and top of their 
heads as straight as a porcupine’s needles. 
Their teeth gleamed like new pearls in their 
big smiling mouths. 

They stood straight as soldiers, heads up 
and shoulders back. Their shorts were the 
only clothes that covered their clean brown 
bodies, but they were snowy white. They 
talked clearly and carefully. They were proud 
boys, proud to be messengers of Jesus. 

They were the crew of the Adventist mis- 
sion boat that sailed among the islands 
around New Guinea. One of our Australian 
workers was their captain. They had many 
things to do. They carried supplies to our 
mission stations. They rescued American 
and Australian fliers. They taught people 
about Jesus. 

Their boat was shiny and clean, with 
everything in its place. Its small motor was 
polished, its windows spotless. Its paint was 
not new, but it, too, was clean. 

Across the wharf was another little boat 
about the same size. Four other fuzzy-wuz- 


Four of the fuzzy-wuzzies stood clean 
and straight, but the other four were 
filthy; yet all belonged to missions. 
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zies lay around on it, laughing and aki 
in loud voices. They came from the missio 
of another church. Dirt was caked all over 
their bodies. Their only clothes were tiny 
loincloths that looked as if they had never 
seen a washing. 

Their mouths and teeth were red and 
black from chewing the nasty betel nut and 
lime. Their hair was matted with the dirt 
and grime of a dozen sailings. 

Their boat showed why they had so much 
time to lie around. Dirty cans and sticks 
and bits of fruit were strewn over the cabin 
floor. A piece of canvas which they used for 
a sail was rumpled under their feet. 

The difference startled us. How could it 
be? All the boys came from the same coun- 
try. Both boats came from mission stations. 
Yet one was so dirty, the other so clean. 

“Why?” we asked our Australian captain. 

“One group of boys knows of Jesus as a 
good person,” he answered, “but the other 
boys know Him as their Saviour. One group 
knows about Him. The others try to do as 
He did. The one group are living for them- 
selves. Our boys are living for Jesus, keep- 
ing clean for Him, saving lives for Him, and 
teaching others about Him.” 

Then we knew the difference. 





Why Brother Hanged My Dolls 
From page 5 


a long time to bring those cows up,” he 
said sternly. And again he gave me that 
searching look. 

I had a good brother. He was clever with 
his tools and had made many things for my 
pleasure, such as a cute little Western wagon 
with a high seat and a real brake. He had 
made a harness and cart for the big dog 
I drove to the post office for the mail. He 

d even made a spinning wheel just like 

ndmother’s for me, and a small table and 
Chairs. But I never could get him to make 
doll furniture. He didn’t believe in girls 
playing dolls, so he did everything to en- 
courage me to play the way he could have 
fun with me, and we had wonderful times 
together. 

But brother was a great tease. I usually 
took it all in good part, but sometimes when 
he kept it up too long and brought out a 
few ideas I didn’t like, I sharpened up my 
tongue and gave him a good slashing. That, 
of course, was what he meant when he re- 
minded me that Christians should never lose 
their temper and say ugly, cutting things. 
I knew in a vague sort of way that it would 
not be easy to be a real Christian and always 
give a “soft answer,” but I had not thought 
that my brother would take this kind of 
attitude toward me. I could see that he in- 
tended to test out my Christianity at every 
opportunity, and even make a few oppor- 
tunities if they were slow in coming. 

The next few weeks were terrible for me. 
I dreaded to work with my brother, and I 
didn’t want to play with him when we had 
time to play, for sometimes during the off 
time he was sure to be as provoking as 
possible. 

Brother was breaking his team of beautiful 
black colts to drive, and it was my duty to 
help with old, well-broken Barney. We were 
both good drivers and horseback riders, but 


f course he was the better. He was fifteen, 
@: @:.: considered to be just about the best 


il 





horseman in the country of any age. So ev- 
erything about breaking or driving horses 
had to be done his way. He would find fault 
with my driving or riding, or handling of the 
horses. I didn’t feed the animals just the right 
measure of grain, and I didn’t even throw 
hay down from the loft to suit him. He 
criticized, reproved, and teased me until I 
could not be happy with him at all. 


I almost had to bite my tongue to keep 
from giving him some very cutting answers, 
but I had made up my mind to control that 
little member, which God says can be “full 
of deadly poison,” and I had lots of chances 
to sting my brother. 

Upstairs over the front hall there was a 
little room that was my own territory. It was 
too small for a bedroom, too large and light 
for a closet, so Mother had said that I could 
have it for my doll room. I didn’t play house 
any more, but I liked to dress my dolls up 
for Sabbath, fix their hair, set scenes for doll 
weddings, parties, and the like. All this girl 
play displeased my brother. 

Since I had been baptized, I had found 
another use for that little room. I could slip 
up there and talk to God when the going 
was rough between brother and me. No one 
knew that this was my prayer room, and it 
seemed to me that an angel stayed in there 
with the dolls to be on hand when I needed 
a special chain for my tongue. 

The weeks passed slowly. On Sabbath we 
had a nice time with our home Sabbath 
school—-sixteen miles was too far to go to 
church with Barney and the buggy—and 
Mother made the Sabbath a delight for us 
with Sabbath school and the wonderful books 
she read to us. I think she knew in some 
way that I was having a hard time with my 
brother—though I never complained about 
him to her—for she often read for worship 
just the texts I needed to help me control 
my tongue or send me hurrying upstairs to 
my little room. This was my problem, and 
I felt that I must meet it alone with God's 
help. 

Sometimes the struggle almost got me 
down, but there on my knees I would find 
courage to go back to the barn and finish 
my chores. How near I came to losing con- 
trol of my tongue no one will ever know 
except the angels. 

Then it was Friday night again. Once in 
that week when I had almost said something 
I shouldn’t, brother had taunted me with, 
“Well, why don’t you say it? I know what 
you are thinking.” But I didn’t say it. I fled 
to the little room with some kind of excuse, 
and there—to my horror—hung all my dolls 
in a row, with black caps over their faces, 
just as we had heard of criminals who were 
being executed. This was the last straw. That 
brother of mine had actually come into my 
own private room and mistreated my posses- 
sions. What things I didn’t think of to call 





SEPTEMBER 8, 1954 / 17 





it brin 
happiness 
help peop e 
extra money, 
couldn't use 
school expe 


Remember, the 
more people yo 


more money you 


Py 


find selling LIFE 
if yo 


simple if 
your pub 


ful ca 

provided by 

department secretary **° ° 
iJ 





SE 


ee 


: © e@ 
; 








him! But I never said them. Instead, I knelt 
down, and after a few moments with God, 
cut the strings that hung my dolls, removed 
the black caps, and set them about the room 
in their chairs, then went back to finish my 
chores. 

Brother was just bringing the milk in. 
“I am all done,” he said. “You can finish your 
part alone. Don’t forget to feed the calf. 
The milk is just inside the feed room.” He 
went on into the house. I didn’t mind doing 
the rest of my chores alone. It seemed a long 

e since we had enjoyed doing chores 

ether. 

After baths and sunset worship we spent 
a little time in our rooms. Then, just as 
I came out of my room, brother joined me, 
and threw his arms across my shoulders as 
we started down the stairs. “Sister, I have 
been pretty hard on you,” he said. “I didn’t 
think you would be any different after being 
baptized, so I tested you. I have really been 
mean to you, but you didn’t lose your tem- 
per and say ugly things, even once. Some- 
thing has happened to you, and we are going 
to have better times together from now on. 
I know you had to try to be good. It didn’t 
just come naturally. I could tell it was hard.” 

“Yes,” I said, “I did have to try hard, 
and I couldn’t see why you were not nice 
to me as you used to be.” 

“T'll quit being mean to you now. I didn’t 
have any fun treating you that way, and 
I'm sorry, sis.” He was just going out to 
close the chicken house, and turned in the 
doorway. “Say, did you find out that I hanged 
all your old dead idols?” he asked. (He al- 
ways called my dolls dead idols.) 

“Yes, I cut them down and burned up 
those ugly black caps,” I answered. And we 
both laughed. I had proved to him I could 
control my tongue as a Christian should. 
Brother and I were friends again. 


Socks and a Prayer 


From page 13 


and Elena knew she must soon begin to 
turn that troublesome heel. But how? How? 
How? That heel must be begun tomorrow! 

That night, in the darkness of her grand- 
mother’s hut, she knelt on the mud floor. 
She couldn’t help crying, she was so worried. 

“Mulungu,” she prayed, “Mundiphunzitsa 
kupanga zinthu kwa mkazi wa mfumu bwino 


bwino.” Oh, how hard she prayed! Little 
Elena Chona—a small black girl in a big 
continent in a big world. And the Lord 
honored her prayer that she be taught to do 
the things for the wife of the chief. That 
very night she dreamed exactly how to turn 
the heel of the sock. It was so plain, she 
could see in the vivid dream every stitch she 
needed to take to turn the heel. 

As soon as daybreak came, Elena was busy 
with her knitting—trying out the instruc- 
tions of her dream. She turned the heel beau- 
tifully. Satisfied now that she knew exactly 
how, she raveled it out, so she could show 
the wife of the chief how to do it. There 
wasn't a happier girl than Elena that day. 
The Lord had shown her how to turn the 
heel of Gomani’s sock. 

God was so interested in the problems of 
His little black Elena that He sent her the 
dream just when she needed it. And the 
same God who cared for the African girl 
in her hour of need, who clothes the lilies 
of the field, who loves the sparrows, and 
sorrows when they fall, loves us all, and if 
we call on Him in our day of trouble, He 
will help us and save us. 


Polishing the Stars 
From page 3 


“But I want to ask you something.” 

“Oh, dear,’ said Mamma, to herself. “I 
suppose I'll have to go.” 

“Now what is it?” she asked as she entered 
Hazel’s bedroom. 

Hazel was sitting up in bed looking out 
of the window. 

“I've got a question I want to ask you, 
Mamma,” she said. “And I can’t go to sleep 
until I know.” 

“Well, what is it, darling?” 

“Is it true, Mamma,” said Hazel, “that the 
angels polish the stars in the daytime so they 
will shine brightly at night?” 

Mamma sat right down on Hazel’s bed 
and laughed. 

“Whoever told you such a thing?” she 
asked. 

“The little boy next door,” said Hazel. 
“Isn't it true?” 

“O Hazel dear, of course it isn’t,” said 
Mamma, smiling. “The stars are great big 
balls of fire like the sun. Nobody needs to 
polish them, and nobody could. The only 
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reason they look so small to us is that they 
are so far away, much farther than the sun.” 

“But why do they only shine at night?” 
asked Hazel, looking up in the sky again. 

“They don’t shine only at night,” said 
Mamma. “They shine all the time, day and 
night. The only reason we can’t see them 
in the daytime is that the sunshine is so 
bright. If you were to look up at the sky 
from the bottom of a deep well, where there 
is no sunshine, you would see the stars in 
the daytime all right.” 

“So the angels don’t polish them?” said 
Hazel a little sadly. 

“No,” said Mamma. “Of course not. At 
least, not that kind of star. Maybe, though, 
they help to polish another kind of star.” 

“What kind?” asked Hazel. 

“Girls and boys,” said Mamma, smiling. 
“They're quite a bit like stars, you know. 
God told Abraham that he would have chil- 
dren ‘like the stars,’ and He told Daniel that 
all the good people will someday shine ‘as 
the stars for ever and ever.’” 

“But how can girls and boys be polished?” 
asked Hazel with a chuckle. 

“IT can think of a lot of ways,” said 
Mamma. “Their manners, for instance, can 
stand a lot of polishing—so that they will 
always be kind to others and respectful to 
their parents and teachers.” 

“Do you think I'll shine like the stars 
someday?” asked Hazel. 

“Of course you will, darling,” said Mamma, 
giving her a big hug and kiss. “I think you 
are shining quite brightly now. And you 
will shine brighter and brighter as the days 
go by.” 

Hazel was satisfied at last. Quickly she 
snuggled under the bedclothes and went to 
sleep. 


The Dead Leaf Shivered 
From page 9 


started out bird hunting with a determina- 
tion to find our quarry and with eyes that 
were not going to pass up any visible thing. 

Not long after our arrival at the walnut 
grove we saw the mother killdeer flopping 
around on the ground, doing her broken- 
wing act. We turned the other direction. As 
we had hoped, she flew up and tried to draw 
us to one side. We kept turning slightly 
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away from her until we had made a com- 
plete circle. Somewhere in that circle we 
were sure we would find the babies. 

The hunt was on! For an hour the four 
of us went back and forth over the area of 
that circle, searching intently, watching ev- 
ery step we took. All that we could see was 
last year's dried and brown walnut leaves 
covering the earth. Not a baby was to be 
found, though the mother’s actions and calls 
told us we were looking in the right place. 
The father had arrived, too, by this time, 
so we were doubly sure we were close ] 
the babies. 

The afternoon was chilly and damp, and 
we feared the birds might get sick from the 
cold. Finally Mother called a halt to the hunt. 

“We should leave and let the mother kill- 
deer warm up her children before they get 
pneumonia,” she suggested. 

Against the wishes of us all, we decided 
that was the best thing to do. Mamma bird 
was worried about the cold too. She proved 
this by throwing discretion to the winds. 
As soon as we had left, she flew to where 
we had been. Hardly had we gone a hun- 
dred feet when we heard a change in her 
call. Turning quickly, we saw three little 
ones run and scramble under her wings. 

“Now we know exactly where they are,” 
Stan stated. “Let’s go back and hold them 
just once.” 

Beverly added her plea. Mother and I 
looked at each other. 

“It should only take a couple of minutes,” 
I remarked. “Beverly and Stan would be 
thrilled, and the babies wouldn't be any 
worse off for the minute longer they would 
be away from their mother.” 

“O.K.” she said, condescendingly, though 
we all knew she was just as anxious to go 
back as the rest of us. 

Keeping our eyes fixed on the spot where 
the bird had been sitting, we started back. 
Even though she tried her broken-wing act 
again, we paid no attention, but kept our 
eyes fixed on the place where she had beer) 
sitting. This was going to be easy. The lit- 
tle ones couldn’t move without our seeing 
them. They wouldn’t anyway, for they were 
being told to be still. 

“I’m going to pick up two, if there are 
five,” Stan remarked as we drew closer. 

“And I’m going to hold mine up to my 
cheek and get it warm,” Beverly added. 

We found it wasn’t that easy, however. 
Though we had all seen where they were, 
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we could not see them when we arrived 
at the spot. 

“Well, where are they?” everyone asked 
at once. 

“They can’t be far away,” I cautioned. 
“Don’t move around very much, and watch 
every step to see that you don't put your 
foot on one when you do move.” 

“I'm not going to move,” Beverly spoke. 
“I'm just going to look.” 

The rest of us walked carefully and slowly. 
After about five minutes we heard Beverly 

ll again. 

“Daddy,” she said, “that leaf’s shivering.” 

As we looked where she was pointing, 
we too saw the shivering leaf just about six 
inches from her toe. 

Reaching down, I picked it up and handed 
it to her. 

“Aw, it’s one of the babies,” she cooed. 
“Isn't it cute?” 

Quickly we passed the baby around so 
that each one could feel how soft and fluffy 
it was. 

“Isn't it wonderful,” Mother remarked as 
we were leaving, “how well they are camou- 
flaged? We were standing almost on top 
of them all the time, and still didn’t see 
them.” 

“We knew they were there, too,” Stan 
added. 

“Remember, though, camouflage wasn’t 
all,” I moralized. “There was the God-given 
instinct to be still and obey the parent bird.” 

Mother started to laugh. “Yes, you chil- 
dren,” she said. “Next time I tell you to 
be quiet, remember to act like a killdeer.” 

“I guess that’s what Jesus meant when He 
said that just as He took care of the birds, 
He will take care of us,” Beverly remarked 
quietly. 

“Now you're changing the subject,” I an- 
swered. “But you're right, and it’s a good 
thought. If we'll listen to Jesus, He'll hide 
us from Satan just as well as He hid the 


birds from us today.” 


“Better,” Stan said. “We found one of 
the birds. Satan won't be able to find us.” 


The New Dress That Was 
Never Worn 


From page 8 


all sure you would not live,” she went on, “I 
promised God that if He would make you 
well again, I would give you to Him to be 
a missionary. Now He has made you well, 
but you must choose whether or not you 
will let me keep my promise.” 

“Of course I will,” said Alice seriously. 
“I'll go anywhere and do anything Jesus 
wants me to do.” 

When she grew to be a lady she did just 
that. She long remembered the dress that 
was never worn, for it was a lesson that 
helped her to overcome other disappoint- 
ments by thinking of the love of Jesus. To- 
day she is in a foreign land, a missionary for 
Christ. 











DID YOU KNOW that the wandering alba- 
tross is the bird with the longest wingspread 
of any in the world? 


GLOWING BEETLES. Fireflies are not the 
only insects that glow; the beetle known as 
gold bug does too. The gold bug, however, 
glows only when it is happy, as, for instance, 
when it is feeding on some farmer’s sweet 
potato vine. 


COMICS FOR CHILDREN. Your minister and 
church school teacher are not the only ones 
who feel that many comics are unfit for chil- 
dren. Recently a committee in the United 
States Congress, and articles in Newsweek, 
Time, and Reader’s Digest magazines pointed 
out the same thing. 


COVER PICTURE by H. A. Roberts. 
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X/Il—Baptism 


(SEPTEMBER 


Lesson Texts: Matthew 3:13-17; Acts 8:35-38. 

Memory Verse: “Therefore we are buried with 
him by baptism into death: that like as Christ 
was raised up from the dead by the glory of 
the Father, even so we also should walk in 
newness of life” (Romans 6:4). 


Guiding Thought 


“Those who are baptized in the threefold name 
of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, at 
the very entrance of their Christian life declare 
publicly that they have forsaken the service of 
Satan and have become members of the royal 
family, children of the heavenly King. They have 
obeyed the command: ‘Come out from among 
them, and be ye separate, . . . and touch not the 
unclean thing.’ And to them is fulfilled the prom- 
ise: ‘I will receive you, and will be a Father unto 
you, and ye shall be My sons and daughters, saith 
the Lord Almighty.’ 2 Corinthians 6:17, 18.”"— 
Testimonies, vol. 6, p. 91. 

“As Christians submit to the solemn rite of 
baptism, He [Christ] registers the vow that they 
make to be true to Him. This vow.is their oath 
of allegiance. They are baptized in the name of 
the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit. Thus 
they are united with the three great powers of 
heaven. They pledge themselves to renounce the 
world and to observe the laws of the kingdom 
of God. Henceforth they are to walk in newness 
of life.”—Evangelism, p. 307. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson texts and the guiding thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 


Jesus Taught the Need for Baptism 


1. John had seen many a hardened sinner 
turn from his ways to start a new life after 
being baptized. How did he feel one day when 
the pure and lowly Jesus came to him and asked 
for baptism? (Matt. 3:13, 14). 


NotTe.—'‘Among the multitudes that had gath- 
ered about him at the Jordan, John had heard 
dark tales of crime, and had met souls bowed 
down with the burden of myriad sins; but never 
had he come in contact with a human being from 
whom there breathed an influence so divine. All 
this was in harmony with what had been revealed 


22 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 





Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


18) 


to John regarding the Messiah. Yet he shrank 
from granting the request of Jesus. How could 
he, a sinner, baptize the Sinless One? And why 
should He who needed not repentance submit to 
a rite that was a confession of guilt to be washed 
away?”—The Desire of Ages, p. 110. 

2. When John said he was not worthy to bap- 
tize Jesus, what did Christ reply? (Verse 15.) 

NOTE.—"Jesus did not receive baptism as a 
confession of guilt on His own account. He identi- 
fied Himself with sinners, taking the steps that 
we are to take, and doing the work that we must 
do. His life of suffering and patient endurance 
after His baptism was also an example to us.”— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 111. 

3. How did Jesus teach that it is necessary for 
men and women to be baptized when they 
accept the gospel? (Matt. 28:19.) 


ASSIGNMENT 3 


Preparing for Baptism 


4. In the book of Acts we read the thrilling 
story of Philip’s contact with the man traveling 
to Ethiopia and of his baptizing him. From 
this experience, how do we see that hearing the 
gospel is the first step toward being baptized? 
(Acts 8:35.) 

5. When the Ethiopian asked if he could be 
baptized, what did Philip ask him? What reply 
was made? (Verses 36, 37.) 

NOTE.—The second step toward baptism is 
believing the gospel. 

6. What condition of the heart is necessary 
before baptism? (Acts 2:37, 38.) 


NOTE.—Only when the gospel has been hear 
and accepted and the sinner has repented of his 
past life of sin is he ready for the ordinance of 
baptism, that is the only entrance to the church of 
God—"for by one Spirit are we all baptized into 
one body,” writes Paul (1 Cor. 12:13). 

“Christ has made baptism the sign of entrance 
to His spiritual kingdom. He has made this a 
positive condition with which all must comply 
who wish to be acknowledged as under the 
authority of the Father, the Son, and the Holy 
Spirit. Before man can find a home in the church, 
before passing the threshold of God's spiritual 
kingdom, he is to receive the impress of the di- 

















vine name, ‘The Lord our Righteousness.’ 
miah 23:6.—Testimonies, vol. 6, p. 91 


ASSIGNMENT 4 
Burying the Old Life 
7. In the accounts of baptisms in the Bible, 


what are we told about the way baptisms were 
performed? (Acts 8:38, 39, first part.) 


NoTE.—In John 3:23 we read that “John 
also was baptizing in Aenon near to Salim, be- 
cause there was much water there.” We read 
that after Jesus’ baptism He “went up out of the 
water” (Matt. 3:16). This was no mere pouring 
of the water or sprinkling with water. The one 
baptized went right down under the water. 

8. Paul, in Colossians, uses a word in con- 
Qi: with baptism that shows why true bap- 
ism is performed by immersing the person 
completely in the water. He goes on to say 
what this immersion commemorates. Read in 
Colossians 2:12 what baptism is a symbol of. 


NOTE.—‘Therefore we are buried with him 
by baptism into death: that like as Christ was 
raised up from the dead by the glory of the 
Father, even so we also should walk in newness of 
life,” explains Paul in Romans 6:4. 


ASSIGNMENT 5 
Rising to a New Life 
9. After publicly declaring his faith in Christ 
by baptism, the Christian lives a different life. 
What does Paul call this experience? (Rom. 
6:4, last part.) 
10. What difference is there in the ambitions 


and pursuits of the one who has been baptized 
and started the new life? (Col. 3:1.) 


NoTE.—"Our life is to be bound up with the 
life of Christ. Henceforth the believer is to bear 
in mind that he is dedicated to God, to Christ, 
and to the Holy Spirit. He is to make all worldly 
considerations secondary to this new relation. Pub- 
licly he has declared that he will no longer live 


Jere- 


Philip explained to the Ethiopian what he was reading, then helped him get ready to be baptized. 


Te 





in pride and self-indulgence. He is no longer to 
live a careless, indifferent life. He had made a 
covenant with God. He has died to the world. 
He is to live to the Lord, to use for Him all his 
entrusted capabilities, never losing the realization 
that he bears God’s signature, that he is a subject 
of Christ's kingdom, a partaker of the divine 
nature.” —Testimonies, vol. 6, pp. 98, 99. 


ASSIGNMENT 6 


Satan’s Attempts to Destroy the New Life 

11. What hard experience came to Christ 
after His baptism? (Luke 4:1, 2.) 

12. In what way did Christ overcome Satan? 
(Luke 4:4, 8, 10.) 


NOTE.—‘‘Jesus met Satan with the words of 
Scripture. ‘It is written, He said. In every tempta- 
tion the weapon of His warfare was the word of 
God... .. 

“Often the tempter comes to us as he came to 
Christ, arraying before us our weakness and in- 
firmities. He hopes to discourage the soul, and 
to break our hold on God. Then he is sure of 
his prey. If we would meet him as Jesus did, we 
should escape many a defeat.”"—The Desire of 
Ages, pp. 120, 121. 


ASSIGNMENT 7 


Of whom was it said, “Then they that gladly 
received his word were baptized”? (Acts 2:41.) 

Who was baptized immediately after he was 
cured of blindness? (Acts 9:18.) 

Who baptized in the Jordan? (Mark 1:5.) 

Who was baptized as the result of the faithful 
witness of two men in his charge? (Acts 16:23, 

as) 


Who heard and accepted the gospel while he 
was on a trip, and stopped by the wayside for 
baptism? (Acts 8:35-38.) 

Name the “seller of purple” who after hearing 
Paul preach the gospel was baptized with all her 
household. (Acts 16:14, 15.) 





seootaprane: soso: onte tea 





COURTESY OF BALTIMORE & OHIO KAILWAY 


“WHAT HATH GOD WROUGHT!" 


“What shall | say?” asked the inventor. ‘Say, ‘What hath God wrought!’ whispered the lady be- 
hind his shoulder. The inventor tapped the key under his finger, and forty miles away an excited group 
of people read the first message ever to be sent by telegraph, in Baltimore, on May 24, 1844. 

Samuel F. B. Morse, the inventor, really preferred to paint pictures, but he enjoyed making electro- 
magnets. On the boat coming back from Europe, he drew plans for the telegraph, but was so poverty stricken 
that he had to hunt for scraps of metal in the streets in order to make it. Years later, the United States 
government gave him money to build a telegraph line from Washington to Baltimore. 

Today there are telegraphs all over the world, helping to send the story of Jesus to all nations, 
hastening His second coming. 
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